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best he could do at the moment. His master nodded
encouragingly.
" Noodali/' he said, lifting his hand. " Hear and
tremble."
The young Eurasian was executing a shiver with
great determination when, looking up, he noticed a glint
of a smile on the Malay's face. He stopped at once.
" Noodali," said his master, impressively. " Behind
that curtain reclines Her Highness Ranee of Tidatau,
Pearl of Delight, Peri of Wisdom. Follow me, then,
in obeisance."
Archibald, after the mullah, sank on his foiees and
touched the floor thrice with his forehead
" Peramba. Peramba. Peramba" said the mullah
in a loud, reverential voice.
The messenger spoke in gutteral Malay.
"Men say, O Presence, that this holy man from
India is skilled in foretelling the future by a diligent
reading of the palm of the hand, and at thy command
I have guided him hither."
The mullah bowed to the floor again. The curtain
shook slightly.
" Deign then, Presence," continued the Malay, " that
the hands of those to whom thy permission is givea
be now exhibited."
There was a short pause, a faint giggling behind
the curtain. A pair of slender, smooth hands with
polished nails and finger-tips stained with henna were
gently thrust forward.
The mullah made a motion to clasp them, but was
restrained by a tap on the shoulder. " Nay, holy man/*
said the Malay, gravely. ** A touch of those for such